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1 Fetch a bit of that rag, Tom, from the dresser,
will you? ' the woman said. * It'll keep the place on
her head clean/

The man got up, crossed the room, searched for
the rag, found it. Then, whistling, he came over to
the sofa and, kneeling, bound the cloth, after damp-
ing it, very gently, holding the child against his
chest.

c There, my lass, lie quiet.   It's a scratch/

What had he said? He had mentioned Lamp-
iron's name. . . .

She held out her hand.

* I am Miss Marlowe.   I am the daughter of the
Rector of St. James's.   If I can do anything, now
or at any time------'

The woman touched her hand for an instant.

* My name's Clarke, Fanny Clarke.'

They have both, Penny thought, the woman and
the girl, the same eyes. She went and, bending down,
kissed the child, who did not stir.

' It was kind of you, I'm sure,' the woman said.
The man was looking up speaking to the canaries,
the tortoiseshell cat was rubbing against his leg.
Abruptly he turned.

' My name's Caul. Tom Caul. I don't think
your father's ever paid us a visit/

4 His parish doesn't include these 'streets/ Penny
said, smiling.

* No.    Well, parsons aren't much use in these
parts and that's the truth/   His eyes rested on her.
* You're in this Pageant.   I've seen you/

' Yes, I am/

* I've got it.   You ride a horse.   I'll be seeing you
this afternoon/